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The R of Monſieur DE LA Mo T TE. 


And humbly Addreſſed to 


- 


The Right Honourable the Lord Har pwick, 
Lord High Chancellor of Great Britain. 
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Te ſequor Graie gentis Decus ! inque tuis nunc 
Fixa pedum pono preſſis veſtigia frgnis : 


| 
| 
Non ita certandi cupidus, quam propter amorem, 
uod te imitari aveo. 
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By R. CRUTT ENDE N. 
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S8 have always been an enemy to long Prefaces 

prefix d to trifles, I ſhall take up no more of the 
CO \ Readcr'> time than is necelluty to inform him, that 
SAS the firſt hint of the preſent. Ode ſeems to have been 
taken from a paſſage in the life of Pindar, of which we have 
the following account from Pauſanias. Proſerpina 7s reported 
to have appeared to him 1n a dream, complaining, that whilſt he 
had compoſed Hymns in honour of all the other Deities, ſhe alone 
had been neglected; the added, however, that hen he came 
into her dominions, he ſhould there celebrate her praiſes. Not 
many days after, Pindar died, and, in a ſhort time, appeared 
to an old woman, a relation of his, who uſed to imploy a great 
part of her time in ſinging his verſes, and repeated to her an 


Hymn compoſed by him to this Goddeſs. 


It is to this extraordinary ſtory, that we are, probably, ob- 
liged for the preſent Ode. Monſfeur de la Motte, the author 
of it, is ſufficiently known in the polite world; in which his 
performances have juſtly acquired a great reputation: how well 
he has imitated the manner and ſtile of Pindar, muſt be leſt to 
the judgment of the Reader, after proper allowances firſt made 
for any defects which may be found in the tranſlation. 


B The 


rr KE 


The taſte of the preſent Age runs too ſtrongly in favour of 
the Ancients, to ſuffer me to enter into any compariſon betwixt 
the Greek, and the Modern: however, I may venture to aſſert, 
that Monfieur de la Motte would ſuffer leſs by ſuch an inquiry, 
than any poet who has hitherto attempted an imitation of this 
author. The grandeur of his ſentiments, the beauty of his 
tranſitions, and the 3 of his numbers, if they fail to 
equal him with his great Maſter, have, at leaſt, ſet him above 
any copy which ſucceeding ages have been able to produce. 
Should it be acknowledged, that he has not reached the daring 
heigths of Pindar, he has, however, eſcaped the fate which 
Horace denounces on all who ſhould attempt to purſue him, 
and come off, not only without breaking his neck, but has even 
ſare&his credit and reputation f C i I 
- at” | 5 A 2 I 4 „ 1 
1 have ever, indeed, been of opinion, that our own lan- 
guage bids the faireſt for ſucceſs in this kind of poetry: tlie 
french tongue not being ſufficiently ſtrong and nervous, to ſup- 
port that elevation of thought, ſo eſſentially required in a pin- 
darie Ode: and, beſides the advantage of numbers better 
adapted to the nature of this poem, there ſeems an enthuſiaſm, 
peculiar. almoſt, to our .own_writers, in which none have fo 


F . 


nearly imitated Pindar, whoſe warmth, or rather fire of imagi- 


„ :, * 


nation, has been but faintly copied by any other nation; if 


at leaſt, we except the preſent performance of Monjieur de 
ee . 55 = 


Mr. Cowley, who firſt attempted, with any tolerable ſucceſs, 
the revival of this ſpecies of poetry, muſt be allowed to have 
had a great deal. of this fire 1n ſeveral of his compoſitions : his 
tranſitions, like thoſe of his great original, are frequently beau- 
tiful and ſurprizing; his ſentiments carry in them a true ſubli- 
mity of thought; his diction is, for the moſt part, ſufficiently 
harmonious; and, had his judgment been equal to the heat of his 
imagination, he would, undoubtedly, have come the neareſt to 
Pindar amongſt. the Moderns. But with all theſe advantages, 
the Reader will eaſily obſerve, that, like an headſtrong horſe, 
he frequently runs himſelf out of breath; and, by attempting 
to ſoar too high, becomes obſcure, and ſcarce intelligible. 
Inſtead of keeping one main point in view, he falls oſten into 
digreſſions quite foreign to the original ſubject, and wanders 
on 


re 


RIES 


P R B F A C E 


on till he has even loſt himiſelf, and bewildered his Reader: fo 
that, at the concluſion, we neither know what he intended 
at firſt, nor can find any natural connection betwixt the end 
and the beginning. 35 wh 8 | 


Since his time, Mr. Conpreve has obliged the world with a 
diſſertation on this kind ef writing, particularly with regard 
to pindaric numbers, and prov'd, that whatever liberties may 
have been taken in this way of writing, yet that, originally, 
theſe odes were confined to a ſtrict regularity of meaſure in 
the returns of the ſeveral ſtanza's. Of this he has endeavoured 
to give us a ſpecimen or two : but, with all proper deference 
to ſo great a name, I think, whilſt he has been too attentive 
to the length of his lines, and the regular return of his verſe, 
he has loſt that energy of thought, and ſtrength of diction, 


which fo remarkably diſtinguiſh themſelves in the Odes of 


Pindar. He rides with ſo ſtreight a reign, as cramps the 
flight of his muſe, and prevents her riſing to any conſiderable 
canner” 7 5000 9 by 2 


I write in pain whilſt T am ſaying any thing that ſhould even 
ſeem to detract from the merit of theſe two gentlemen, for 
whom I have the greatelt elteem, whoſe works have done an 
honour to our nation, and will, probably, be read with appro- 
bation, ſo long as the Eugliſb tongue, in its preſent greateſt 
purity, ſhall be underſtood. I ſhall, therefore, only farther 


obſerve, that Monſie ur de la Motte appears to me to have been 


ſufficiently aware of both theſe extreams ; and whilſt he diſ- 


covers, thro' the whole -poem, all that force of imagination, 


that vivida vis anima, as Horace calls it, which ſhines in Cowley, 


| he has cautiouſly avoided all that irregularity in his numbers, 
and unnatural flights of thought, which appear in many of the 


poems of that admired author. Nor, on the other Hand, does 
his attention to the length of his lines, and conſtant harmony 
of ſound, oblige him to cramp the ſublimity of his genius, or 
fetter the freedom of his thoughts. It muſt be own'd, in- 
deed, that he has not, at all times, kept ſtrictly to the rules 
lay d down by Mr. Congreve; he has, however, carefully 
avoided any diſagreable inequalities, or immeaſurable length 
of verſe. | 


With 


RE F A C E. 


With all theſe beauties to recommend it, I have long 
wondered that no perſon has hitherto attempted a tranſlation 
of this Ode, whether the general knowledge, which the polite 
part of our nation have of the French language, may ſeem to 
make ſuch a performance unneceſſary, or to whatever cauſe it 
may be owing ? I have hitherto met with no attempt of this 
nature, and if, what is now offered to the Reader, may pro- 
voke ſome other hand to do more juſtice to the author than I 
have been capable of, I ſhall eſteem my own time and pains 
very well beſtowed, fince by this means, at leaſt, 


| — + of vice Cotis, acutum 
Reddere que Ferrum Valet, expers ipſa ſecandi. 


After having ſaid ſo much of the original, I ſhall only farther 
inform the Reader, that the firſt sketch of the following tran- 
ſlation was ſent me about twenty years ago, by a gentleman 
long fince deceaſed. To whom the world is obliged for the 
continuation of Plutarch's Lives, and ſome poetical pieces which 
have been well received in ſeveral miſcellaneous collections. 
His natural fine genius, and uncommon application, to all the 
parts of polite learning, began very early to diſtinguiſh him 
amongſt tlie beſt writers of che preſent age; amongſt whom 
Mr. Rowe would have appeared with great reputation, had not 
an innate modeſty, | and an early death, deprived, the world of 
many valuable performances, of which he has only left behind 


. 


him the imperfect deſigns. 


The preſent Ode was, undoudtedly, of this number, having 
been begun by him during his retirement in the country for 
the recovery of his health, which had ſuffered much from a 
conſtitution naturally weak, and broken by a too intenſe ap- 
plication to his ſtudies. The fondneſs. he frequently expreſt 
for the original, gives me reaſon to believe, he had always 
defigned to have exerted his utmoſt force in this performance; 
and had he lived to finiſh it in his own manner, many apolo- 
gies, which L am now, ſenſible are become neceſſary, might 
have been ſpared, and the. tranſlation - would have probably 
come very little ſhort of the Original. However, if, under 
theſe diſadvantages, it has the good fortune to pleaſe the 
Reader, he is intirely indebted to that gentleman for his enter- 
tainment, ſince, had he not firſt begun, I ſhould never have 


thought of attempting a work of this nature. 
might 


P. U AR E ACE 
+ I night, I believe, without danger of a diſcover 7 baye 
omi:ted this acknowledgement, there being, as I ſuppoſe, no 
copy of it any where extant ; but I was too fondly his friend in 
life, to rob even his memory, by. aſſuming to myſelf the credit 
of a performance, of which J very freely own myſelf but little 


1 


more than the publiſhers... GOA, OI 


— 7 


* 


W230 478% oy: *ehonhe; He to 6! a. 
Some alterations. were, indeed, , abſolutely. neceſſary, it hav- 
ing never been review'd by him after the fist ” Ir 
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ever rough draught, of 
which he, ſent me the copy: Many lines were marked under 
his own hand, which he himſelf: diſapproved; as; either falling 
below the dignity of the thought, og not coming up to the har- 
mony of the original: and, perhaps, on a ſtrictel review, he 
would have found many more liable to the ſame exceptions. 
Some intire paſſages Were left untranſlated,” and others appa- 
rently unfiniſh” 


* 


d, bath an the ſcene, and numbers. With all 
theſe imperfections, there appeared, however, a beauty in the 
whole, which irreſiſtably pleaſed me at the firſt reading, nor 
have I found reaſon to alter my ſentiments on a more diligent 

eruſal. Like a diamond in the mine, it was rough, indeed ; 
but, like that, carried in it an intrinſick excellence. Whither 
I have ſucceeded in my attempt to ſupply ſome of theſe de- 
fects, and poliſh it to the ſatisfaction of the reader, I am myſelf 
wholly ignorant, and as I don't think it neceſſary to point out the 
ſeveral alterations I have made, may probably continue ſo. If, 
upon the whole, it meets with the acceptance I think it de- 
ſerves, I ſhall be contented with having done this piece of 
Juſtice to the memory of my friend, and the world may, if 
they pleaſe, ſuppoſe me the author of every bad line in it, as 
I am very ſenſible I really am of a great many. 


It is ſo much the intereſt of every writer to have his works 
underſtood, that I had once deſigned to have added notes, for 
the better explaining ſome paſlages in the poem, the ſubject of 
which is founded on ſeveral ſtories in the Pagan Mythology, 
with which the Engli/þ reader may poſſibly not be ſufficiently 
acquainted : but tho' I might have been juſtified in doing it by 
the example of Mr. Congreve, who has, I think, with as little 
reaſon, done the ſame thing ; yet, as I can't be ſure that what 
was approved in him, might not be judged vanity in me, I have 


choſe rather to decline it ; eſpecially as the greateſt part of the 
C names 


P R E F A 0 E. 


names mentioned, and facts refered to, are generally known by 
all who have been in the leaſt converſant with the writings, 


either of the ancient or modern Poets. 


— 


1 


What remains is only to ask pardon of the noble lord te 
whom, tho without his approbation, or even knowledge, I 
have preſumed to addreſs it. Applications of this nature, have 
been the common lot of all perſons, who have been di- 
ſtinguiſhed, either by the ſuperiority of their genius, eminent 
learning, or high ftations in life; and as his lordſhip appears 
under all theſe” characters with uncommon luſtre and dignity, 
authors of all kinds will, with difficulty, be prevented from 
giving ſuch publick teſtimonies of their eſteem and veneration. 
I ſhall only add, that, had I known any other perſon to whom 
the lines in that addreſs could have been applied with equal 
Juſtice, it is probable I had not been under any obligation of 
aſking his lordſhip's pardon for the preſent preſumption. 
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PINDAR' 
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The dire extents of hell 8 
By unrelenting fate, at laſf, 
Goon thy empire I am caſt: 


The dreary banks of Styx Te paſt; 
It's time my faithful ſhade ſhould pay 
The tributary verſe I owe, 

And what above I promis'd, give below. 

* 

Liſten, Goddeſs, to thy praiſe ; 
Liſten to no vulgar lays : 
Fix'd in dumb attention hear 


The nobleſt ſounds that ever reach'd thine ear. 


Not 


27 


Not the fam d Thracian bard, the; bold b * love, | 
Could charm relentleſs deſtiny, 


And even thy foul to tender ſoftneſs move, 


_— "PA +; 
22 


Ber touch d the lyre ſo well, or Dar d a ſtrain ſo high 
III. | : 


6 
e FE g 


2 Leſs than my charming numbers pleaſe \ 1 


The treacherous Mules of the ſeas. 
Tho with an art, unerring, 'they i h * 
The liſt ning mariners betray; - : 
In vain before their eyes they view 

Deluded wretches their own — purſue : 


%. * J & 4 a 
\ l f 


That death they would not wiſh to ſhun, Ly | * 


* 
oy 
* 


And long bs be, themicives, ſo 8 undone. 


IV. 
1 170 


„ Whoſe vaſt bulk, and monſtruous pride, 2 


9 itſelf defy dz. „ 


. 
7 . 


— 


By ſad experience taught to ie | 
The unbounded force of an almighty foe. + 
Under all Sicily oppreſs'd, 

Feels hills, and realms, and plains, lie heavy on his breaſt : 
Unconquer'd yet, he moves the ground, 
Fierce Etna vomits ſulphurous ſmoke, 
Great cities fink beneath the ſhock, 


And his wide priſon trembles all around. 


V. The 


(13) 
| Ve: 

The God of darkneſs trembled too, 

And fear'd, left opening earth admitting light, 

With dazzling terror and affright, 

Should ſcare the pale inhabitants of night, 
Leſt the bright God ſhould, with his piercing ray, 
Invade the eternal gloom, and ſcatter boundleſs day. 

VI. 
With careful haſte the frighted God 

Viſits the upper air, and gains 

The fertile Hracuſſan plains, 

And Pergus' banks made bleſs'd by thy abode. 
There ſoon his former cares and fear 

A ſofter paſſion did remove, 

And tun'd bis usb totieg 

Illuſtrious triumph of thine eyes, 

In one ſhort moment he draws near, 
He ſees, he loves, he bears away his prize. 
Vn. 

Oh! dear companions of my virgin joys; 

Oh! mother dearer than them all; 

Oh! all ye kindred Deities, 

And thou, great ſire, the roles of the skies, 

Haſte to my aid, and fave me when I call. 

Vain complaints, and fruitleſs cries, 


D The 


(49 
The earth divides to make the monarch way, 
And ſoon the ſad Tartarean ſherec 10 
With joy receiv d the beautequs prey 
Its happy lord from injur d Ceres bote. 
21212 to ln rat 
Heavens! what wild cares her ſoul poſſeſs; 
What rage het breaſt inſpires 
See | in Atuean furnaces : 
She lights avenging fires. 
Unhappy iſland, deſolated plain, 
Fruitful and promiſing in vain, 
Thou ſaw'ſt her cruel raging hand, 
Burn riſing crops, a grateful load, 
Spread wide Diſtruction o'er the favourite land, 
And ruin all the bleſſings ſhe beſtow d. 7:5 21d bn 
Sant io ain wo! 
Cold, dull reaſon hence begone, 
A noble madneſs ſeize my mind; „„ + 
Tranſports to vulgar bards unknown, 
Wild and raging be my fire, 
My numbers looſe, and unconfin'd, 
As when on earth I charm'd, and touch'd the audacious lyre. 
I would not pleaſe by artful layys - 


Let others curious gardens praiſe ; 


27 { | Their 


615 


Their nice exactneſs does but tire my ſight, 


And leſs than happy change we, 
I love the foreſt's' vaſt retreat, * 1 8. 
Where all's irregularly great; 
Where nature uncorrected, unſupply'd, 
Profuſely laviſhes her bounteous pride; 
The foreign aid of ſervile art diſdains, 
And beauteous in her own diſorder reigns. 
Nw 
Goddeſs ! all thy power muſt own, 
All muſt bend before thy throne ; 
Pious prayers may move the skies, 
And angry Jove 1s pleas' d with ſacrifice: 
But nor prayers, nor piety, .. | 
Nor ſacrifice can ſave from thee; 
The ſons of art a while, with fruitleſs care, 
The tottering building may repair; 
Quickly the feeble ruins ſink away, 
And dwindle into common clay, 
Themſelves to yield, at laſt, and thy ſtern force . 
XII. 
Grandeur, courage, learning, wit, 
To thy reſiſtleſs laws ſubmit. 
The king and beggar ſhare an equal doom; 
The mighty conqueror muſt come, 


To joyn the crouds he conquer'd in the tomb. 


Vainly, 


(460) 
Vainly, tuneful bards, you ſtrive, 
Like your immortal works to live. 
In vain you ſeek to ſhield your deſtin'd head ; 
In vain by meaner worth would fave 


Your ſinking carcaſe from the grave; 


Dare yon to hope for life, when Pingar's ſelf is dead ? 


XIIL 

Inexorable queen, th 5 force proclaim; 

In ſullen majeſty maintain 

Thy univerſal, dreaded reign, 
Nor own imperial Fano's greater name. 
Only my verſe ſhall with thy power engage, 
Brave all thy wit, and dare thy feebler rage. 
My verſe, in ſpight of fate and thee, 
Shall pleaſe to all eternity. | 

|: onde e 7 EV. 

Let Gods averſe, and hoſtile powers 
Level with earth Thebes loftieſt towers; 
Still the more laſting, notes I ſung, 
My. country's rain ſhall ſurvive, 
Reverenc'd even by foes ſhall live, 


Charm every ear, and dwell on every tongue. 


XV. 


But 
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| XV. 
But oh ! what other notes I hear; 
What other muſick wounds my ear. 
Heavens ! tis Corinna ſings; too well I know 
The rival lyre, and lovely cenquering foe. 
Ah! 'tis in vain, inſulting maid, 


Thou hop'ſt a ſecond triumph o'er my ſhade; 


No longer thou 1n thoſe bright. charms can'ſt truſt, - 


Which forc'd even reverend age to be unjuſt. 
See | whilſt I ſpeak thy weakneſs, all appear, 
Only the vulgar dead, a nameleſs throng 
About thee croud, and liſten to thy ſong, 


' Whilſt all the illuſtrious ghoſts my numbers hear. 


Orpheus, who nrit ini pir d the vocal lyre, 
Homer, the Grecian Mules fire, | 
And the gay Tyrian bard, attend my lays, 
And, by their ſilence, beſt proclaim my praiſe. 
"VI. 
My charming numbers can aſſuage 


The tripple-headed monſter's rage : 


Gentle at my feet he lies, 


Nor longer threatens with his eyes, 


Whilſt all his ears are buſy'd on the notes 
That ſtop the yellings of his idle throats. 
- E 


Here | 


LS) 

Here Sy/aphus, with endleſs toil oppreſs'd, 

On his unmoving ſtone does reſt. 

There, charm'd to peace, the direful fiſters ad \ 

Their 4 veſſels ſtand 1 wy” 

XVIII. 

The fates, who never 8 knew, 

Are ſoft' ned into pity no: 

And, negligent to cut the tender thread, | 
Rob hell, awhile, of its appointed dead. 

Even the ſtern Minos, for a while, 
(His rugged viſage ſoft'ned to a ſmile ß: 

puts off the judge, and yields to give 
The trembling mint a ſhort e 12 | 

See ! even the furies liſt ning ſtand, * 

Only on my ſongs intent, | 

Forget the care of puniſhment, CEO 
Whilſt each avenging whip drops gently from their hands. 

| XIX. 

Thus, Hardwick, in the ſhades below, 

The God-like Theban tun'd his lyre ; 

The wond'ring ghoſts the ſounds admire ; 

And unknown pleaſures fill'd the realms of woe. 

In vain, alas! I would thy fancy cheat, 

Thou ſeeſt thro' all the thin deceit, 


My trifling rage, and counterfeited fire. 


Oh 


(19) 
Oh was my ſoul, like thine, inſpir'd 
With equal warmth, with equal raptures fir d; 
Did there, in each well-poliſh'd line, 
Appear a genius as refin'd as thine: 
Were all my verſe, like thy juſt language, ſtrong, 
Or ſoft as when thy moving tongue 
Charms every paſſion of the attentive throng. 
My daring muſe ſhould never fall 
Beneath her great original. | 
Like the Dircæan ſwan I'd nobly riſe, | 
Spurn the dull earth, and ſoar above the skies: 
The difference even to thee ſhould ſcarce be known, 


And the great bard himſelf, my equal numbers own. 
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In the Motto, for Te ſzquor Craig, read, O Graiæ. 


In the Preface, p. 5.1. 15. for $ : 
Stanza 7. for them, r. th W 
Stanza 16. for Brian, r. Teian, 

Ditto, for Sy/aphus, r. Syſiphus, 


vA tg ant. pier A wig aν t 


Sl Fol Tomntheus red Fry oh en bee 
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